Chapter 
4 


The Birth of 
Kimba 


‘SON, LISTEN YOU POOR LITTLE THING. TO BE 
CAREFULLY TO YOUR BORN ON THIS SHIP MEANS 

MOTHER'S TALE. YOU'LL HAVE A WRETCHED LIFE. 
YOU ARE THE PRINCE T ONLY WISH I COULD HAVE 


OF THE HOUSE OF SHOWN YOU 
THE JUNGLE. 











KIMBA, IF YOU 
END UP IN A 
200, YOUR LIFE 
WILL NOT 
AMOUNT TO 





LOOK AT THAT 
DISTANT CLOUD! 
BENEATH IT LIES 
YOUR FATHER'S 
KINGDOM, THE 
VASTNESS OF 
AFRICA. 








YOU MUST 
BECOME A 
GREAT LION, AND 
SUCCEED YOUR 
FATHER. 




















GOING TO 
LONDON, GOING 
TO LONDON! 
BUT FIRST, 
GOING TO FILL 
‘MY BELLY! 


THREE MORE 
DAYS UNTIL 

WE DOCK AT 
ZANZIBAR! 















THOUGH SINCE 
THIS BOOK IS 


MR. TUBBY, 
EVERYTHING: GAVE BIRTH! 














HOW RIDICULOUS! 
DO THEY TRULY 
THINK T WOULD DO 
THAT? THE NERVE! 








BE CAREFUL! IF YOU 
ANGER A LIONESS SHE 
MAY EAT HER CUB! 








No! ounave 97 
TO GO NOW! 

















YOU MUST 
ESCAPE OUT 
THAT WINDOW 


DO YOU WANT 
TO LIVE YOUR 
LIFE IN A CAGE? 
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WHAT A TERRIBLE STORM, 4 WHAT ARE THE CHANCES 

HUH? WE'RE BOTH LUCKY OF MEETING YOU AGAIN? 

TO BE ALIVE AFTER SUCH YOU'RE PANJA'S CUB, 

A TRAGEDY. THERE THERE ‘ AREN'T YOU? 
LITTLE LION. s 

















IF YOU STAY 
WITH ME, KID, 
YOU MIGHT 
END UP IN MY 


! yi 
Stnery ae, Wi ==) } YOUR MOTHER SANK WITH 


THE SHIP, T'M AFRAID. T 
bag er tes WANTED TO RELEASE HER 
FROM HER CAGE, BUT IT WAS 
TOO LATE. SUCH HARDSHIP 
FOR ONE SO YOUNG... 





















CONFOUND IT, 
ANOTHER JELLYFISH! 
T CAN'T STOMACH 





OLD MAN FISHERMAN... | 
‘IT FEELS LIKE T = 

HAVEN'T EATEN IN 
YEARS... 






























































































































































































































OH, WHAT T WOULD 
DO FOR A SAUSAGE, 
OR A BEEF ROAST... 
AND SOME BAKED 






IT'S HOPELESS... 
EVEN MY ARMS 























LPS 


11'S WAY : SO, AFRICA IS OVER 
Too 


SOMEONE'S 4 IT'S GETING THERE SOMEWHERE, 

SMALL, ADRIFT OUT e DARK... MOMMY, HUH? BUT... WHAT 
ISN'T IT? ; f TM SCARED! DO 1 DO WHEN 
uF] T GET THERE? 





ARR, WHO - < : PR GOODNIGHT, 
HATES Ue 5 CALLED THATA £ 3 MOMMY! 
ANIMALS! i CASTAWAY...? > zi 


MOM?! WELL, 
TF YOURE UP 





HE'S JUST AS J cmon LETS GET b = 
BUT CAP'N, BULLYING ANGRY AS YOU s> OUTTA > une Re SeAUTFLL 
CAT'S'LL GET YA FIGURED! ES HERE!! TONIGHT! 








WHY DON'T WE KEEP 






55 
SQWEE HEARD carcuas HAHA! IT'S 
Lavagoute! Les FIND YOU WERE MANY MICE NICE TORAVE TH "WM "TIL THE NEXT 
C HEADED FOR AS YOU CAN ATTY ON PORT, AND LET ‘IM 
LONDON ON A TO PLEASE BOERD! PROVE HIS WORTH? 
THE CAP'N! 






SOME FOOD FOR HIM! 
SHIP. 


























(HAT 

















WELCOME! q we 
5 ARE YOU? 


WHATS 
My WHERE DID 
GOING ON? CHOCOLATE IS ‘MY CANDY 
GONE! Go? 
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. SQWEE'RE ALL 


SQWEeRL ADAH! MICE! THIEVES! 
YOU AS MIGHT YOU FRIENDS HERE. 
MucH a6 BE PRINCE 
YOU LIKE! # ! Y 

y = p ons) 

















( HO-No! MY 

Ny POTATO CHIPS! 
HEY'RE RUINED! 
As) 


Vv 


CAST HIM 
OVERBOARD! 


FINE 


WINE 
A FINE 


FOR AFI 








DON'T WORRY, 
KIMBA! 
SQWEE'LL 
CHEER YOU UP! 


E COATS ON OUR 


BUT THI > 
|, LADIES ARE MANGY BECALICE py ye 


SQWEEE LIVE ON THIS BOAT! 
SL SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK! 


NOW THAT _| IT WAS you, 






YOUR FATHER WAS 
KILLED BY HUMANS? 
THAT'S TERRIBLE! 


Ol! ENTERTAIN 
‘THE PRINCE! 


IT JUST SO HAPPENS 
THAT FANCY LADIES 


WEAR NICE COATS! 
SQUEAK SQUEAK SQUEAK! 





WASN'T IT? 
IT, MY. YOU DRANK 
POTATO MY SPECIAL 
CHIPS ARE WINE! 
GONE TOO! 


WAIT... 
WHERE'S MY 
FINE WINE? 





PARIS IS A WE SHOULDN'T GO MY NAME IS. 
WONDERFUL TO AFRICA, KIMBA, JACQUES. I 
PLACE! WE SHOULD GO WAS BORN IN 
TO PARIS! PARIS, AND 

RAISED IN 
MARSEILLES. 


YOU SING THE BEAUTIFUL 
SANTA LUCIA °) = 5 
AS YOU RIDE A : E AND, THE RIVER 
GONDOLA! < y ‘SEINE RUNNING 


THROUGH IT. 


THis REMNDS fy OR, MayBE 
ME OF A FOLK & E 
BA rous & SOMETHING BY 





NOTE: IN THE JAPANESE TEXT, HE SINGS 
"YAREN! SORAN SORANT", A TRADITIONAL FOLK 
SONG OF THE AINU PEOPLE WHO LIVE IN JAPAN. 













AND, IN CASE HE 
GETS HUNGRY, 


HERE'S SOME iter |) ) 


PUT HIM ON 
THIS RAFT. 


OH, CAPIN. YOU DO 
HAVE A HEART! 
EVEN IF YOU TRY 

NOT TO ACT LIKE IT. 


i 
beled ( SQUEAK 


jaa 


(a 
ie 


KIMBA, IT'S HOPELESS 
‘ON YOUR OWN. 


THAT WAS WHAT THEY 
CALL THE KILLER OF THE 
SEAS! A BARREL SHARK! 


TSK! EVEN 
BUMPKINS KNOW 
TO DRIVE ON 


THEIR SIDE OF 
THE ROAD! 


WHAT A PHEW... PRINCE 
} KIMBA, ARE YOU 
Guy Is! STILL THERE...? 





HEY, LOOK OH NO, HE ; ee WHERE ARE 
AT THAT! a YOU GOING, 


YOU'RE PRETTY STRONG 
FOR A LITTLE KID! WAY 
TO FAKE ME OUT! 


SO WE PUT THESE 
GUYS ON OUR 
BELLIES AND 

WE'RE OFF, EH? 


THOSE ARE MONARCH 
BUTTERFLIES! THEY MIGRATE 
BETWEEN CONTINENTS! 

IF WE FOLLOW THEM, THEY'LL 
LEAD US TO LAND! 


AFRICA, HERE 
WE COME! 


NOT EVEN IF 
YOU TRY 
SWIMMING WITH 
ALL YOUR MIGHT. 


IF YOU LET 
THEM SUCK AT 
YOUR BELLY 
LIKE THIS, 
THEY'LL DO 
ALL THE 
SWIMMING 
FOR YOU. 


YOU'LL NEVER GET 
THERE IF YOU JUST 
FLOAT LIKE THIS. 


WANT ME TO 


HELP SWIM YOU 


YOU SEE THESE BUT YOURE A 
LITTLE GUYS ON GOOD KID. I'LL 
MY BELLY? LET YOU HAVE 

THEY'RE CALLED MY SUCKER 
FISH BUDDIES. 


AFRICA, YOU SAY... 
IT'S FAR, FAR AWAY, 
THOUGH IT'S 
STRAIGHT ON 
FROM HERE... 


IT'S NO USE, I'M 
PRETTY MUCH 
DONE FOR. 
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